THE TENSAS GAZETTE. ST. JOSEPH. LA.

SYNOPSIS.

Minnie, -house girl at Hope sana-
torium, tells the story. It opens with the
arrival of Miss Patty Jennings, whn;.l_‘l.z-
ported to be .nfng-d to marTy a h
and the death of the old fector who owns
tha sanatorium. The D?!:;. ::l left l'ﬂlh:
scapegrace grandson, arter,
must appsar on & certain &ate and run
the sanatorium successfully for two
months or forfeit the inheritance. A case
of mumps delays Dick's arrival. Mr. Tho-
burn is hovering about in hopes of se-
curing the place for a summer hotal
Plarce, a college man in hard luck, is pre-
valled upon by Van Alstyne, Dick's broth-
ar-in-law, to impersonate the missing heir
and take charge of the sanatorium until
Carter arrives. Dick, who has eloped
;ﬂh Patty's youfiger sister, Dorothy, ar-

ves.

CHAPTER IV.—Centinued.

“We were held up by the smow,” he
explained. “We got a sleigh to come
over in, but we walked up the hill and
came here. | don't mind saying that
my wife's people don't know about this
yet, and we're going to lay low until
we've cooked up some sort pf a
scheme to tell them.” Then he came
over and put his hand on my shoul-
der.
“Poor old Minnie!” be sald; “hom-
est, I'm sorry. I've been a hard child
to raise, haven't 1?7 But that's all
over, Minnle. I've got an incentive
now, and it's ‘steady, old boy,’ for me.
You and 1 will run the place and run
it right.”

“] domn’t want to!” I retorted, hoid-
ing my bedroom slippers to steam be-
fore the fire. "I'm going to buy out
Timmon's candy store and live a gqulet
life, Mr. Dick. This place s making
me old.”

“Nonsense! We're going to work
together, and we'll make this the busi-
est spot in seven counties. Dorothy

:
E
i
E
E

1
;

, 1 listened whils they told me.
't had the faintest idea that
Jennings and Miss Patty were
‘sanatorium.

.Egg
:

K
Esg‘z
b
{4

i
;

4
H
i
I

F WM
AR
L H AT
a1 §oxk. rFEfef
ARHE i;ligi
R
o? thekseeehill

i
g
i
i

EFctjapeciyl) 89
s
Ei.i:%EgEEE%! Qi
ot CH i
i
i?iiiiisagaaii i

§EE3¢4
il
g5iogis
g3%8d
Esigée
.!Eif§
?gsgi.

¥ FEis

fis
TH
1
i
1

£t
Eé
85
g
i
e
1111

A
lx;igiié
;iﬁgzgii
Eg ght
FPH 1
issk

i

i

.
¢

i i

AVUTHOR.
zre LOWE]

CIRCULAR. .
by E;.Aéylffi WHEN A MAN MARRIES

ILLUSTRATE

Mr, Dick's walkingstick. Mrs. Dick
made me put on her sealekin coat, and
I took the lantern, leaving them in the
firelight.

I took a short cut home, crawling
through the barbed-wire fence and go-
ing through the deer park. 1 was too
tired and cold to think.

CHAPTER V.

I lay down across my bed at six
o'clock that morning, but I was too
tired and worried to sleep, 80 at seven
I got up and dressed. I put om two
pairs of stockings and heavy shoes, for
1 knew 1 was going to do the Eskimo
act again that day and goodness
knows how many days more, and then
I went down and knocked at the doer
of Misa Patty’s room., Bhe hadn't been
sleeping, either. She called to me In
an undertone to come in, and she was
lying propped up with plllows, with
something pink around -her shoulders
and the night lamp burning beside the
bed.
I walked over to the foot of the bed.

“They're here,” I sald.

Bhe sat up, and some letters slid to
the floor.

“They're hera!” she repeated. "Do
you mean Dorothy ™

“She and her husband. They came
here last night at five minutes to
twelve. Their train was held up by
the blizsard and they won't come in
until they ses you. They're hiding
in the shelter-house on the golf links.”

I think she thought 1 was craszy: |
looked it. She hopped out of bed and
closed the door into her sitting-room—
Mrs. Hutchine’ (Patty's old nurse)
room opened off it—and then she came
over and put her hand on my arm.

“Will you sit down and try to tell
me just what you mean?” she sald.
“How can my sister and her—her
wretch of & husband have come last
night at midnight when I saw Mr. Car
ter myself not later than ten o'clock?™

Well, 1 had to tell her then about
who Mr. Plerce was and why | had to
get him, and she understood almost
at once. Bhe was the most understand-

. |ing girl T ever met. Bhe saw at once

what Mr. Bam woulda't have known
in a thousand years—that 1 wanted to
save the old place—not to keep my po-
sition—but because I'd been thers so
lu‘ng.:ndn;hthlrhl‘onno,udhad
helped to make it what it was and
all that,

“But here 1 am,” 1 fAinished, “telling
you about my troubles and forgetting
what I came for., You'll have to go
out to the shelter-house, Miss Patty.
And | guess you're expected to fix it
up with your father.”

She stopped unfastening her long
braids of hair,

« “Cestainly I'll go to the sheiter

., | house,” she sald, “and I'll shake a

little sense into Dorothy Jennings—

nesdn’t think I'm going to help them
with father; I wouldn’t if [ could, and
I can't. He won't speak to me. I'm
in disgrace, Minnie.” 8he gave her
hair a shake, twisted it into a rope and
then & knot, and stuck a pin in it. It
was lovely: I wish Miss Cobb could
have seen her. “You've known father
for years, Minnie: have you ever
known him to be so—so—"
“Devilish,” was the word she meant,
but I finished for her.
I'Unreasonable? I said. “Well, once
before when you were a little girl, he
put his cane through s window in the

way | spring-houss, because he thought it

needed air. The spring-house, of

. | course, not the cane.”

“Exactly,” she sald, looking around
the room, “and now he's putting a
cane through every plan 1 have
made.”

Well, I Jeft her to get dressed and
went to the kitchen. Tillle was there

“Not Pat!™ Sha Sald, Horrified, “And
Father! Herel”

getting the beef tea ready for the

day,
. | but none of the rest was sround. “Til-

lie,” I said, “can you trust me?"
Bbe locked up from her beef.
“Whether | can or not, I alwaye
have,” she answered.
“Wall, ean | trust you? That's more
to the point.”

over to me, with her hands on her hips.

the abominable little idiot! But they | ful

Bbe put down her knife and came
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dark, although it was nearly eight
o'clock, and nobody saw us go out to-
gether. It was still snowing, but not
s0 much, and the tracks we had made
early In the morning were still there,
mine off to one side alone, and the
others close together and side by side.
Miss Patty did not say much. Bhe
was holding her chin high and logk-
Ing rather angry and determined.

They were both asleep lo the shel-
ter-bouss. He was propped up agalnst
the wall on a box, with the rubber
carriage robe around him, and she was
lying by the fire, with Mrs. Moody's
shawl over her and her muff under
her head. Miss Patty stood in the
doorway for an instant. Then she
walked over and, leaning down, shook
her sister by the arm.

“Dorothy!” she sald. *“Wake up,
you wretched child!” And shook her
again.

Mrs. Dicky groaned and yawned, and
opened- her eyes one at a time. But
when she saw it was Miss Patty she
sat up at ounce, looking daszed and
frightened.

“You neesdn't pinch me, Pat!™ she
sald, and at that Mr. Dick wakened
and jumped up, with the carriage
robe still around him. “For heaven's
sake, Pat, don't cry. I'm not dead
Dick, this is my sister, Patricia.”

Miss Pat looked at him, but she
didn't bow. She gave him one look,
from his head to his heels.

“Dolly, how could you!™ she sald,
and got up.

It wasn't comfortable for Mr. Dick,
but he took it much better tham I
expected. He went over and gave his
wife a hand to help her up, and still
holding hers, he turned to Miss Patty.

“You ars perfectly right,” he said,
“I don't see how she could myself. The
more you know of me the more you'll
wonder. But she did; we're up againat
that *

He grinned at Miss Patty, and after
a minute Miss Patty smiled back. But
it wasn't much of a smile. BSuddenly
Mrs, Dick made a dive for Miss Patty
and threw her arms around her.

“You darling!” she cried.  “I'm so
glad to see you again—Put, you'll tell
father, won't you? He'll take it from
you. If I tell him he'll have apoplexy
or something.”

But Miss Patty set her pretty mouth
—both those g:ris have their father's
mouth—and held her sister out at
arm's length and looked at her,

“Listen,” she sald. "Do you know
what you have done to me?! Do you
know that when father knows this he's
going to annul the marriage or have
Mr, Carter arrested for kidnaping or
abduction ?—whatever it 18" Mrs.
Dick puckered her face to cry, and Mr.
Dick took a step forward, but Miss
Patty waved him off. “You kmow fa-
ther as well as I do, Dolly. You know
what he is, and lately he's been aw-

“He can’t annul it,” said Mr. Dick
angrily. “I'm of age. And I can sup-
port my wife, too, or will be able—
soon.”

“Dolly’'s not of age,” said Miss Paity
wearily. *T've sat up all night figur
ing it ont. He's going to annul the
marriags, or he'll make a scandal any-
how, and that's just as bad. Dolly"—
she turned te her slster imploringly—
“Dolly, I can't bave a s« dal now.
You know how Oskar’s people have
taken this, anyhow; they'we given In.
because he insisted, but they dom't
want me, and if there's a lot of noto-
riety now the emperor will send him
to Africa or some place, and—"

“If you really want me to be happy,”
Mies Patty finished, going over to her,
“you'll go back to school until the
wedding Is over.”

“] won't leaye Dicky.” She swung
around and gave Mr. Dick an adoring
glance, and Miss Patty looked dis-
couraged.

“Take him with you,” she sald
“Isn’t there some place near where he
could stay, and telephone you now and
thea ™

“Telephone!” sald Mrs. Dick scorn-
fully.

“Can't leave,” Mr. Dick ohjected.
“Got to be on the property. Look
here, Miss—Miss Patricla, why can't
we stay here, where we are? It'= v-ry
comfortable—that s, It's '
They've got somebody to tu ay
place in ths house.”

“And father needn't know a thing—
you can fix that"” broke in Mra Dick.
“And after your wedding he will be in
a better humor; he'll know it's over
and not up to him any more.”

Miss Patty sat down on the moap

"We might carry it off,” she sald

“Tillie, 1 don't want you to ssk me
any questiona, but 1 want four raw
ogz® in a basket, a pot of coffee and
cream, some fruit If you can get It
when the ehef unlocks the refrigerator
room, and bread and butter. They can
make their own toast.”

“They?" she mald, with her mouth
open.

But 1 didn't explain any more. I
scribbled & note to Mr. Van Alstyne,
telling what had happened, and put it
under his door, and then I met Miss
Patty in the hall by the billiard room
and I gave her some eoffse from the
basket, in the sua parice. It was all

And when the Dickys found they
were not going to be separated we had
more coffes all around and everybody

Well, it promised well, I must say.
Mr. Stitt left on the ten train that
morning, looking lemon-colored and
mottled. He insisted that he wasm't
able to go. but Mr. S8am gave him a
headache powder and put him on the
train, anyhow.

Yea, as [ say, It promised well. But
we made two mistakes; we didn't
count on Mr. Thoburn, and we didn’t
koow Mr. Plerce. And who could
have imagined that Mike the bath man
would do as he did?

After luncheon, when everybody at

when I took him to the shelter
he saw Mr. Dick and Mrs.
the Mr. Sams and Miss Patty.
him a lawn-mower to sit
, Sam explained the situa

it's asking a good bit, Mr.
said, “and personally I can

way out of all this. Car-
t to go in and take charge,
his—er—wife ought to go back to
they won't have it, and—

£

li it}
gsd k3

Egs!
g £

Mr. Van Aluyll' Opened the Door.

glanced at Miss Patty.
Mr. Pierce also glanced at Miss
Patty. He'd been glancing at her at

ing a point to gain, Miss Patty seemed
to have forgotten the night before, and
was very nice to him. After every-

Mr. Jennings' liver and disposition.
she turned to him and sald:

“We are in your hands, you see, Mr.
Plerce. Are you going to help us?"
And when she asked him that, it was
plain to me that he was only sorry he
couldn't die helping.

“If everybody agrees to it,” he sald,
looking at her, “and you all think it's
feasible and 1 can carry it off, I'm per-
fectly willing to try.”

“Of course,” sald Mr. Dick, "I ex-
pect to retain control, you understand
that, I suppose, Plerce? You can come
out every day for instructions. I dare

color.
“Swest peas,” said Mr. Pleres. “And
that reminds me—I'd like to make one

but the leading woman, Miss Sum-
mers, is sick at the botel im Flnley-
villa. I'd like to her here for

er—there are other reasons.” He

intervals of two seconds ever since she
came in, and being a woman and hav-

thing had been explained, including

WHERE THERES A WILL
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being still shut in her room,
she'd offered Mike an extra
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was pitting on the other side of the
chimney and etaring at fire. He
had a pipe between hia
wasn't smoking, and be had something
of the same look about his mouth he'd
had the first day I saw him,
“Well?" he sald, when he saw I was
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GOETHE AND THE CHESTNUTS

Poat, With Righteous Indignation, Ob-
Jectad to Practice That ls Com-
mon in This Day.

Nothing s more ammoying in su-
tumnp than to have near one’s windows
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chest. I heard of Pep
jj cured me, 5o 1 cannot
too highly.”
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